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And Rat-tatat the Knockers cry.
Tray, is your Lady, sir, within?9
If not, go on; if yes, we enter in.                           90
Then to the Hall I guide my Steps,
Amongst a Croud of Brother Skips,
Drinking Small-beer and talking Smut,
And this FooPs Nonsence putting that Fool's out.
Whilst Oaths and Peals of Laughter meet,           95
And he who's loudest, is the greatest Wit.
But here amongst us the chief Trade is
To rail against our Lords and Ladies:
To aggravate their smallest Failings,
T' expose their Faults with saucy Railings.           100
For my Part, as I hate the Practice,
And see in them how base and black 'tis,
In some bye Place I therefore creep,
And sit me down, and feign to sleep:
And could I with old Morpheus bargain,               105
'Twould save my Ears much Noise and Jargon.
But down my Lady comes again,
And I'm released from my Pain.
To some new Place our Steps we bend.
The tedious Evening out to spend:                      110
Sometimes, perhaps, to see the Play,
Assembly or the Opera;
Then home and sup, and thus we end the Day.J